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World Depends On You, 
Sister. Repeat -On You 


By Catherine de Hueck 


Dear Sister: Yes, on your answers to the questions 
posed in my last letter to you, and on Catholic Action, 
depends, strange as it may seem, the fate of the whole 
world, for the next hundred years or more to come. 

So it behooves us all, religious and lay folks, to pray 
much over them, and be dead sure that we have the correct 
answers NOW, WHILE WE STILL HAVE A LITTLE TIME 


LEFT TO GIVE THEM. 
The Frightful Future 

For before us... all a- 
round and about us... is 
THE SHAPE OF THINGS 
TO COME. The Iron Cur- 
tain has enough chinks in 
it to filter some light into 
the darkness behind it, and 
before it; and to bring us 
glimpses of the horrors that 
awaits us unless we bestir 
ourselves about our Father’s 
business. 

More than half the world 
lives already under the fear 
of being swallowed by the 
godlessness that dwells be- 
hind that curtain. The other 
part of the world, that still 
lives in light, walks in an 
animal fear of that dark- 
ness. 

And what is happening to 
us Catholics .. . the Children 
of Light? Were we not com- 
missioned by Christ Himself 
—all of us—to preach the 
Gospel, both by word, and 
by the implementation of 
these words into our DAILY 
LIVES, so that dynamic and 
vital, the fire of the Holy 
Ghost, that permeates each 
word, each syllable, each 
letter of these Glad Tidings, 
may through us — seep into 
the whole of this our fright- 
ening, cringing world? What 
is happening to us? 

Why, we—the chosen ones 
—go about our business of 
buying and selling, of mar- 
Tying and taking in mar- 
riage, as if there were no 
Iron Curtain really, no 
stygian evil, no godless dark- 
ness, no fears that kill, no 
doubts that main! 

We Talk Well Anyway 

Oh, don’t misunderstand 

me. We rave and rant a- 


gainst Communism with the]. . . 


best of them; and _ rather 
well, too. For this is not hard 
to do. Words are cheap. They 
come easily. No one has to 
pay too high a price in sacri- 
fice and pain to deal in 
words. 

But do we ever stop and 
ask ourselves the simple, the 
obvious, the pertinent ques- 
tion, that begs to be asked, 
that shouts to be answered 
... WHY COMMUNISM? 

How did it happen that 
men created in the image 
and likeness of God, rose up 
against Him in such over- 
whelming numbers? Could 
it possibly be our fault — be- 
cause we have been asleep? 
Because we have turned a 
deaf ear to the voice, cease- 
lessly raised from the Vati- 
can, which has been calling 
us, it seems now forever, to 
prayer and to action? Could 
it be because we have spurn- 
ed that voice gvng us lav- 





ishly, blue print after blue 
print of a way of life that 
would by its very dynamic, 
DYNAMITE THE DYNA- 
MITE OF COMMUNISM 
SKY HIGH? 

Communists are not born, 
dear Sister, they are made 
—by selfish, greedy Chris- 
tians, Catholics included, 
who water down the radical 
teachings of Christ to suit 
their own puny hearts; by 
Christians whose _ timidity 
stifles not only their own 
souls, but the souls of all 
they touch, and whose 
“charity” is content with 
alms-giving. (As if alms 
could make up for the lack 
of love!) 

Where Were You? 

Yes, Communists, are men 
and women, even as we are. 
Somewhere, sometime, long 
ago, or maybe just recently, 
in the U.S.A., or Canada, or 
China, or India, one of these, 
my brothers in Christ, and 
yours, was standing at a 
cross-road ... wondering... 
seeking ... for truth... for 
God. 

WHERE WERE WE 
WHEN ‘THAT HAPPENED? 

Where are we, when it 
happens now? 

Are our lamps ready and 
trimmed, and filled with oil, 
so that we can light a man’s 
path and lead him to GOD 
WHO IS TRUTH? Or are we 
like the foolish virgins of 
the Gospels, running around 
wondering where we can 
borrow a drop or two or the 
oil of His truth? 

While we run hither, 
thither, and yon, our broth- 
er, lonely and frightened of 
the darkness all around him 
has made his fatal 
choice, has taken the wrong 
turning. 

Oh, the pain of it! Oh, the 
tragedy of it! Yes, words are 
cheap, and we throw them 
around easily. Words of 
accusation ... of hatred. Yet 
there is but one kind of 
words The Savior taught us, 
His very own, to throw at 
our enemies. And they are 
words of love . . . of consola- 
tion... of help... of infinite 
charity. 

Love Even Enemies 

Of course, in season and 
out, we must condemn the 
HERSEY OF COMMUNISM. 
But in season and out, we 
must LOVE THE MEN WHO 
HOLD TO THAT HERESY, 
and who, perhaps because of 
our faults, our sins of omis- 
sion and commission, have 
wandered so far away from 
the face of God, and His 
Holy Truths, as to embrace 
all the teachings of atheism. 





Do you teach all this to 
youth, dear Sister? 

Young men and women, 
even today, while they are 
still fledglings, have to meet 
the menace of Communism 
face on. 

Do you believe it, your- 
self? Have you, of a quiet 
evening, when the twilight 
makes of your chapel a 
palace of holy dreams, kneel- 
ing before the lonely red 
light of the Tabernacle, ever 
asked yourself this question 


WHAT WOULD CHRIST 
DO ...TODAY ...IF HE, 
INSTEAD OF YOU, WERE 
TEACHING YOUTH? 

It is a good question to 
ask yourself... a better one 
to meditate on ...anda 
wonderful one to answer as 
He would. 

Oh! and then — TO GO 
AND DO AS HE WOULD 
DO. 

Yours in His 
Blood.—Catherine. 


Precious 
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Among The 
Lonely Hills 


Ww. C. Dwyer 











(The first discussion group 
in the parish was holding its 
inaugural meeting. In our last 
instalment an outline of world 
affairs was given by Pat. It 
was left now for the gathering 
to fit their local picture into 
the general jig-saw puzzle.) 


Says Tom: “We need not 
go beyond the limits of our 
own parish to find goose- 
steppers in the chain .gang 
right-here among the hills. 
At this very moment I am 
ready to admit that I am 
one of the worst offenders. 

“T have been tagging a- 
long with the crowd, taking 
things as they come, and 
without question. I have 
given in to everything, glum- 
ly submitted — like a cow 
following the other cows to 
the waterhole — only in this 
case it was the slaughter- 
house of the powers that 
control us almost body and 
soul.” 

The Old Sow’s Ear 

Dick: “We’re in a bad way 
to be sure, Tom, but I don’t 
see how we are going to im- 

(Continued on Page ee) 
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God's Troubadour Sends 


Advice From Red China 


(This letter is to a former missionary who was quite 


anxious to go back to China 


in the U.S.A.) 


Dear Father O— My 


and was chafing under duties 


first thought was to answer 


you at once. I even jotted a few notes on my desk pad to 
be developed into that answer. But then I thought: “Who 
am I to be running with advice to people scattered all 


over the length and breadth 
of this earth? People who 
perhaps know more theology 
than I do? People who un- 
doubtedly have been more 
faithful in God’s service and 
are more pleasing in His 
sight than I?” 

That question made me 
so disgusted with myself 
that I couldn’t work up the 
courage to put this particu- 
lar sheet of paper into my 
typewriter. 

Produce Rare Fruits 

Then, a week or two ago, 
I received your Oct. 15th 
letter, sent by surface mail, 
and I learned that our mu- 
tual friend, St. Teresa, had 
told you in the meantime 
just what I had in mind to 
tell you. Coming from her, 
so wise and so holy, it nat- 
urally would produce fruits 
impossible to my spiritual 
sterility. Let me requote her 
words, for my benefit as 
well as yours: 

“Sometimes the devil in- 
spires us with great desires, 
in order to make us neglect 
the means we have at hand 
of serving God in things 
possible to us, and then we 
remain satisfied with having 
desired the impossible.” 

And now, do you want to 
know what I jotted down on 
my desk pad on Sept. 12th? 
Sneaking in behind St. 
Teresa, I at last find the 
courage to speak my little 
piece. 

Too many of us, I fear, are 
afflicted with what I might 
call a spiritual hyperopia. 
We have our eyes fixed on a 
distant El Dorado, and we 
miss all the spiritual wealth 
that surrounds us. We chase 
after the pot of gold at the 
end of the rainbow, while 
we stumble over the unseen, 
precious nuggets at our feet 
that can be turned into an 
“eternal weight of glory.” 
We should be very careful 
not to clothe a very natural 
Wanderlust in a fancy gar- 
ment of supernatural zeal. 
We so easily deceive our- 
selves in this matter. 

Stay in Y, Father 

Your presence in Y, is 
surely God’s will for you 
manifested in the _ dispos- 
itions of your superiors, and 
it is only in doing His will 
that we can truly serve Him 
and sanctify our souls. In 
this matter we have a very 
good carpe and guide in 
our own Order. Both St. 
Francis and St. Anthony felt 
called to preach the Gospel 
to the infidel. Both, like you, 
started out on a missionary 
career, but both, like you, 





soon found themselves back 


where they started; the one, 
if I remember right, in the 
kitchen among the pots and 
pans. 

Did they spend the rest of 
their days grumbling and 
complaining and criticizing 
and pestering their super- 
iors? If they had, we would 
not be venerating them on 
our altars today. Rather, 
they used “the means .. - at 
hand of serving God in 
things possible” to them. If 
you still feel called to the 
foreign missions, make your 
willingness to go known to 
your superiors as our Rule 
directs, but abide by their 
decision and in the mean- 
time use “the means at 
hand” for all they are worth. 

As you say, “there are 
lands and cities in great 
need of priests,’ but the 
need is not so much for 
priests, as for HOLY priests. 
I wonder how much of our 
restlessness and discontent 
would disappear if we were 
really HOLY priests? If our 
love of God was what it 
should be, our zeal would 
never be at a loss for work 
to do for His glory, whether 
we are stuck in a place like 
Y or elsewhere. And to love 
God, remember, is surely one 
thing we’re allowed to do 
without moderation. It is 
one thing we can never 
overdo. — 

Do All Love God? 

You complain that you 
have “nothing to do.” I’m 
sure that if you think it 
over, you must admit that 
no priest anywhere should 
be able to say that. Is all 
Catholic? Even if the whole 
country were Catholic, 
would it be possible to find 
a single hamlet where ll 
were loving and serving God 
as they should love and 
serve Him? If nothing else, 
you could walk the streets 
and begin conversations with 
the people you meet with 
questions like these:-““Do you 
love God? . . . How much do 
you love Him?” 

Do you think such ques- 
tions would startle people? 
So what? You might startle 
them into Heaven. Tovarisch 
is stopping people all day 
long over here with such 
abrupt questions on topics 
dear to his marxian heart, 
and let me tell you there is 
plenty we can learn from 
Tovarisch and we _ better 
learn fast. (That ‘“‘we” also 
includes you on the other 
side of the big pond.) 

American priests pride 
themselves on their demo- 
cratic spirit, but as I look 
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WHERE LOVE IS— GOD IS 





Peace ... the magic word that is on everybody’s 
lips. Peace ... for which the hearts of this gener- 
ation as none before them has ever hungered. Peace 
... that men seek in vain, at a thousand “peace talks,” 
in the halls of governments, and under the open skies 
of battle-fronts. How easily it can be found if only 
mankind sought it in the right place! 


And the right place is the Heart of God, pierced 
by the lance of a soldier. The Heart of God, Whom 
became man, so that He could give us a peace that no 
one could take away. He, the Prince of Peace, knew 
that its price was love. LOVE UNTO DEATH. He paid 
it. But we have taken our heritage, bought at so 
immense a price, and squandered it. We have sold it 
for a mess of dark, dank, poisonous pottage that 
tastes of all the bitterness in the world. 


Yet so infinite is the mercy of God that, for the 
asking, for the praying, He will give us back real true 
peace, if only we begin to learn all over again how 
to love Him and our neighbour. If we have forgotten 
how, bending over us in infinite solicitude, He gives 
us His own Mother, to teach us how to ask, how to 
pray, how to love, all over again. 


Why then do we hesitate? Why do we waste 
time, effort, energy, seeking peace where it cannot 
be found? Why, do we prefer the darkening twilight 
of our ways to the blazing, shining royal road that 
He so patiently, so lovingly, made; that He made with 
the labored footsteps of a wounded man burdened 
with the weight of a heavy Cross? 


‘At each step He shed His Blood for us. It is 
His Precious Blood that changed the wilderness path 
into the royal road that leads to His Sacred Heart and 
the Kingdom of everlasting peace. 


It is His Precious Blood that blessed that holy 
trail, that consecrated it forever. It is His Precious 
Blood that lights our way unto the end of time. 


This is the month of the Precious Blood. Let 
us stop for a little space of time, take stock of our- 
selves and the world around us, and see—with eyes 
healed by Faith—the havoc man without God has 
played with the earth and all that dwell therein. 


Having done this, let us turn our faces God- 
ward, and falling on our knees confess our sins of 
commission amd omission. Let us confess them with 
tears, washing clean our weary hearts, our soiled 
souls, our rebellious minds. 


Once more, then, the Blood of Christ will flow 
upon us, a laver of redemption. And once again we 
shall be made whole by its infinite power. And the 
kingdom of peace, His peace, that no one will be able 
to take away from us, will remain within us. 


Begun in tears of repentance, growing in the 
soil of Charity, whose other name is LOVE, infinite 
is this kingdom—ours to offer to all the parched and 
hungry souls of the world. 


But to offer it, we must have it. 


Let us start now . . . to love, to pray, to be made 
clean in His Precious Blood! If we do, the war in 
Korea will end in peace... . rumors of other wars will 
die, unborn . . . and all the bombs from A to H, will, 
like death, lose their stings, and fall harmlessly 
apart — to be used for the lame and halt and the 
blind. 

The kingdom of Peace, the Kingdom of God, 
assuredly, then will come . . . and we shall know its 
joys, even on this earth. : 














The spring blossoms of the 
wintergreen — smooth pink 
flowers with purple wings— 
stopped hedgehopping all 
over the woods as I came 
toward them, and tried to 
hide among the violets. The 
bells of the columbines — 
masses of red and yellow 
bells, golden clapered bells 
swinging on long’ green 
Slender stems — rang an 
alarm to all the hillside. But 
here and there a lacquered 
buttercup nodded civilly to 
me, a wild rose turned to 
stare, or a dandelion smiled 
in friendly fashion. 

I stopped and sat on a 
rock and looked at the world 
around me, thrilled with the 
thought that, after the long 
hard winter, after the weeks 
of high water and low tem- 
peratures, after the many 
days of dismal rain, Spring 
had arrived at last. 

A Spruce Has Flounces 

The trees showed me the 
spring dramatically. The 
spruces had adorned them- 
selves with blue-green letter 
m’s. Or were they w’s or v’s? 
Whatever they were, they 
marched gaily around the 
hem of each dark green 
flounce. The trees seemed as 
proud of them as little girls 
with brand new Easter 
dresses. 

The white-pines had found 
a million pale green tapers 
somewhere, and had lifted 
them in clusters, straight 
upward, like so many candles 
burning on the altar of the 
Lord. Everywhere you looked 
you saw those candleabra, 
those signs of new growth, 
new life, new strength. 


Near the big pine under 
which I sat there was a 
sizeable young birch. Last 
year you might have mis- 
taken its smooth reddish- 
brown bark, flecked with 
gold, and shellacked until it 
glowed, for the bark of a 
choke-cherry, or some other 
gees Now it had taken 
its solemn vows, and had 
put on the white habit of its 
order. 

For all the rest of its life 
it would be, unmistakably, a 
birch tree. 

Elm Caught In Ice 

There was a thin film of 
ice on a pond near the rock. 
The branches and the twigs 
of a giant elm, still gaunt 
and bare, still: in its winter 
sleep, were reflected, and 
imprisoned, in it. The ice 
looked like a relief map of 
the elm, until the sun turn- 
ed it into muddy water. 

I watched a pair of flick- 
ers stabbing the soft earth 
with their sharp bills, birds 
with black and red marks 
on heads and throats, speck- 
led breasts, and tails that 
reminded me of the tail of 
a cock pheasant. They were 
too busy to notice me. 

I thrust my hand deep 
into a bed of pine needles 
and found two _ porcupine 
quills, long, tapering, cream 
and black. I wondered how 
the animal came to leave 
them there, and whether or 
not he was anywhere about. 

I studied the clouds high 
over me, watching the 
breath of God blow one here, 
to shade a clump of violets, 
and another there—far over 
there — to scatter black rain 
on a garden. And I enjoyed 
the play of colors’ every- 
where — the gold and light- 

een and dull-silver of the 

irch leaves flickering a- 
gainst the shimmering blue 
satin of the sky — the olive- 
reen and bright-silver of 

e poplars — the _ green- 
gray liquid mosaic of the 








aspens. 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 











Pines Are Misers 


The steeples of the great 
pines were laden with mil- 
lions of cones. Pine trees are 
misers, I thought, who pile 
their red-brown gold on 
their highest shelves. Why 
do they do this? To keep it 
out of the reach of little 
boys? To give the cone a 
drop sufficient to break 
them open when they fall, 
and thus to release their 
seeds? Or to offer them, as 
a special treasure, to the 
Most High? 

There were fallen cones 
around me, divinely carved. 
There were tiny white flow- 
ers. Star anemones. Our 
Lady’s Stars. There was half 
the dried pod of a milk-weed, 
still clinging to its last year’s 
stem. There were sumac 
shoots. There was a maroon 
painted trillium in a tangle 
of wet snags. There were 
bees, heavy with the freight 
of pilfered pollen. And there 
were mosquitoes that ut- 
tered wild, shrill, blood- 
hungry cries as they came 
close. (How frightful the 
sound of the mosquito call- 
ing to its meat!) 
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YPRESSTREE 
ON 
MountSion 


Dazed With Beauty 

I sat still for a long time, 
entranced with the sun and 
the wind, the play of light 
and shadow on the screen of 
leaves, the odors of growing 
things, and the sight of so 
much beauty. Nature, I 
thought, was like a little boy, 
showing me how much he 
had grown in the last year, 
how hard his muscles were, 
how much more he could 
endure, how much further 
he could reach. 

I could actually see the 
new growth, the new life, 
the new strength, seeping 
into tree and bush and 
flower and bird and insect. 

I thought, suddenly, of 
the Precious Blood that 
seeps continually into the 
world of Christian men and 
women, bringing new spirit- 
ual life, strength, and grow- 
th; the Blood that poured 
from the wounds made by 
the whip and the thorns and 
the heavy cross and the nails 
and the lance; the Blood 
that is offered up in the 
Mass every morning in every 
part of the world. 

I thought of the Precious 
Blood, and of the silver tears 
of the Immaculate Mother 
of God. 

Blood And Tears 

What are we but branches 
of a Vine? We need the life 
and the growth and _ the 
strength contained in the 
Precious Blood. We need the 
warmth and the comfort 
and the solace of the rain of 
Mary’s tears. 

What are we without Mary 
and the Mass? What but 
dead or dying branches, 
ready to be cut off and 
burnt. 

A tree has sense. A bush 
has sense. A bird has sense. 
Even a rock has sense. At 
least it knows enough to 
take advantage of God’s gift 
of moss. 

A man says to his Maker; 
“Don’t bother me; let me 
alone; I know what I want; 
You irritate me; stay away 
from me.” 

Unlike the pine and the 
birch and the spruce and 

(Continued on Page Three) 











The B’s Corner 


The unity of the Lay 
Apostolate is on my mind 
again. Perhaps because I 
have been praying for it so 
much lately. To me, it be- 
comes daily a more vital 
matter. For mine’ is a deep 
conviction that, alas, very 
soon it may come to pass 
that the Lay Apostolate will 
become the only line of com- 
munication between the 
hierarchy and the mass of 
the faithful; that it will have 
to be the burden-bearer of 
the Church, and, from its 
underground, function as 
did the early christians. 

Call me a fool. Go ahead. 
I probably am. But that is 
how I feel. 

Then again, even outside 
the dark and tragic vistas of 
our uncertain and danger- 
ous future, there are other 
reasons, vital ones too, that 
should bring unity to all the 
branches of the Lay Apos- 
tolate. 

We Need Priests 

First is the fact that it 
desperately needs today a 
clergy that understands it, 
and is capable of directing 
its soul; a clergy that under- 
standing its spirituality, its 
works, its way of life, and 
its techniques, realizes that 
it is, in a manner of speak- 
ing, a SPECIAL VOCATION, 
A SPECIAL CALL OF GOD 
... and acts accordingly, 
using both the confessional 
and many other means of 
contact with the laity to 
impress upon them this im- 
portant factor. 

But in order that both the 
laity and the clergy be fully 
prepared for either needs 
above mentioned, there must 
be a visible sign of the in- 
ward unity, that I am sure 
exists even now among the 
Lay Apostolic groups that 
are multiplying so fast under 
the direction and inspiration 
of the Holy Ghost. 

We of the Lay Apostolate, 
should get together oftener. 
What a beautiful occasion 
this could be for pilgrimages. 
In our poverty our feet could 
be made, once more, a mode 
of locomotion! How wonder- 
ful would be our common 
participation in the Mass we 
all love so much! 

Unity Of The Vine 

TRUE UNITY would be- 
gin right here. At the supper 
we would share with the 
Poor Man, Who also was 
God, and Who would unite 
us indeed into an indivisible 
whole stronger than death, 
by feeding us His Body and 
Blood. 

What graces would not 
come to us through praying 
in common. And how our 
love for each other would 
grow and flourish as we got 
to know each other better in 
the breaking of bread to- 
gether . . . in discussing to- 
gether the many ways and 
means that the Holy Ghost, 
through these last years, has 
given to each of our organi- 
zations and groups. 

How we should grow in 
His wisdom and grac® by 
learning from one another 
of His mercy and goodness 
to each. What fun too, to 
work together, laugh to- 
gether, sing together, praise 
rg Lord together in all we 

0. 

Maybe out of these in- 
formal meetings, pilgrimage- 
conventions, call them what 
you will, would come a paper 
.,. an INNER PAPER, speci- 
ally for the Lay Apostles. . . 
revealing to each other our 
little ways, our humble news, 
helping the latest new- 
comers into the Portincula, 


which is the Lay A 
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It hardly seems possible 
that July is here already. 
Time did not even stop to 
say “hello” to us, evidently, 
between May and now. But 
then perhaps there was so 
much to do that we forgot 
to greet it. 

Be it as it may, the place 
is “all slicked up.” All the 
houses are clean and shiny, 
and ready for the Summer 
School groups. The grounds 
are cleaned, the gardens 
planted, the new chickens 
settled, and the two little’ 
pigs feeling quite at home 
in the big pig sty. 

For the space of a breath, 
it is good to stand still and 
thank God for the help that 
He gave us to accomplish all 
this, and for the health He 
sent us to finish it. It was 


fun too, to plant seeds, 
bulbs, bushes, canes, and 
flowers, and to see them 


sprout, and make the place 
more beautiful. There is 
much hard work in running 
even a small patch of land, 
but the rewards and joys of 
that work are truly infinite. 
More Land, More Work 

However, I should not 
speak disparagingly about 
our “small patch of land,” 
since it has increased by two 
and a fifth acres. For, taking 
a deep plunge into the sea 
of Faith and Trust in God, 
we bought a bit of land that 
adjoins our property... 
because .. . we are literally 
bulging at the seams. 

Madonna House has _ be- 
come too small for us. The 
number of our Staff is grow- 
ing. The need for a new 
office, to lodge files, tables, 
the mimeograph machine, 
and other apparatus, is be- 
coming imperative. The one 
we have now is partly an 
office, partly the Children’s 
Lending Library. The library 
too needs space, but can 
have it only if the office 
equipment is moved out. 

I dream of changing one 
of the upstairs bedrooms in- 
to a dispensary, another into 
a handicraft room, so as to 
have every service we render 
the Community housed 
under one roof and handy 
for the long winter months 
when the question of heating 
becomes so vitally import- 
ant. 

Now with 2 1/5 more 
acres, we can begin to plan 
and pray for another house 
—into which we can move 
the slowly growing staff and 
the business offices. We 
could even have a dormi- 
tory for the ever-growing 
numbers of young ladies 
who come to the Summer 
School. 

No Cook—But Yet— 

Just think of how foolish 
it all sounds in the natural 
order. We have no money 
to speak of, and yet we are 
dreaming and planning, in 
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the Lord and for Him, an- 
other Staff House... a four 
bed hospital .. . a thousand 
other incredible things. 

The funny part of it is 
that these foolish dreams 
come true! For twenty years 
now, I have. watched each 
branch of Friendship House 
start from a tiny seed and 
grow into a shady tree that 
gave comfort to many. 

Can we stop. now from 
dreaming and praying? No. 
Never. Not after the infinite 
graciousness of God and His 
Blessed Mother to us. These 
new dreams, we place them 
in Mary’s hands, to show 
Her Son, His Father, and 
Her Spouse, the Holy Ghost! 

Lo, and behold, out of the 
blue sky, which, I think, is 
the colour of Her mantle, 
will come the money needed 
to make these ‘foolish 
dreams in Christ” realities. 

What is 2000, plus 2000 
dollars, to Our Lady? That 
would be all we need for 
both house and hospital. 

About The School 

We are all looking forward 
so much to the Summer 
School. Always it brings so 
many new graces, sO many 
new friends. It is like a great 
adventure on which one em- 
barks. Anything and every- 
thing may happen; and 
everything that happens is 
nice. 

The Lay Apostolate, 
Friendship House style, is 
never dull. Come and see for 
yourself. 

Besides cleaning, and 
ee and making all 
hings ready, we have been 
busy about a very important 
matter, that of vocations to 
Friendship House. This is in- 
deed A SPECIAL VOCA- 
TION ... A SPECIAL CALL 
OF GOD .. . TO A SPECIAL 
WAY OF LIFE. So we have 
written a little pamphlet on 
it, dealing specifically with 
our Canadian Province. It 
is in the hands of our Or- 
dinary now, soon to be 
printed. We hope that many 
of you will write for it, to get 
acquainted with our WAY 
OF LIFE, and pass it on to 
others. 

I want also to take this 
opportunity to thank most 
deeply all those who have 
so generously helped the 
Peplinskie family who were 
recently “burned out.” The 
various gifts of money, 
clothing, and household 
equipment, were a_ great 
help to them. God _ bless 
you. 

If anyone still wishes to 
come to the Summer School, 
do write and register. There 
are still some four weeks 
left. The school closes 
August llth, each week 
being an entity in itself, a 
complete course. 

We will gladly supply the 
prospectus on request. 





AMONG THE LONELY 


(Continued from Page One) 
prove the situation. You 
cannot make a silk purse out 
of a sow’s ear any more than 


you can change human 
nature. Our nature has gone 
wrong.” 

Harry: “I don’t agree with 
you there. Haven’t we saints 
and sinners; dolts and wise 
men; and_ peaceful law- 
abiding citizens as well as 
- thieves and robbers, all tak- 
en from old human nature? 
It cannot be human nature 
as much as it is the leader- 
ship given to it, by man’s 
own will. It is the spirit be- 
hind it.” 

“There you have it,” says 
Mike. “If we could inject the 








right spirit into any given 
community, that bunch 
could be transformed over 
night from a group of 
snooty, grabbing, lonesome 
individualists, to a commun- 
ity where, justice, charity 
and harmony would prevail. 
Some power will have to take 
us in hand.” 
Educated By Hand 

Pat: “Ah, Mike, it is good 
to hear you say that, in the 
presence of company. Faith, 
and if it were not for the 
strong hand your good wife 
holds over you, you’d be a 
holy terror in the commun- 
ity!” 

Dan: “Now, we are getting 
somewhere. If Mrs. Mike, 
here, was able to make a 
fairly decent citizen out of 
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her husband, it must be 
because she educated him. 
We know that she did not 
send him to college. She 
must have completed thg job 
right here at home.” 

Mike: “True for you Dan 
...I... 1 don’t mean the 
part about myself, for I was 
always a good boy—But the 
education, that’s what we 
need. 

“We haven’t any real 
Christian social life any 
more, because our economics 
(to put it in plain words, our 
way of buying, selling, work- 
ing, playing) have gone gali- 
vanting. Our living has be- 
come colored and tainted by 
the sheer force of evil a- 
round about us. 


1D0O BELIEVE, LORD 








“We have developed shells, 
like turtles. We snap at the 
good things of life as they 
pass and then draw into our 
shells. We think that we can 
get along without our neigh- 
bors. If we do have any 
company we become just 
like them. These are all 
scrounging, so we feel that 
we should do a little 
scrounging too ... We are 
in a bad way because we 
have ceased to use our think- 
ers. We have become, as a 
result, very ignorant apers.” 

Need Horse Sense 

Dan: ‘‘As lazy Barney said 
to his wife, as he watched 
her split the wood, ‘You 
struck it on the knot, Lizzie, 
that time’. So did you, Mike. 
We all surely need some 
common horse-sense educa- 
tion to help us use the minds 
God gave us; to awaken us 
as to what is going on a- 
round us; and to enable us 
to lift ourselves from the 
slough of backwardness into 
which we have allowed our- 
selves to slip.” 

Dick: “But you cannot 
teach an old dog new tricks.” 

Tom: “Indeed you cannot. 
I have tried it many times 
on my old dog. But we are 
not dogs. We are grown-u 
human beings with intelli- 
gence big enough to scoop 
up all kinds of information. 
We made the fatal mistake 
of throwing away the scoop 
the day we left school. I am 
told that a man can learn 
better at forty-five than he 
could at twenty.” 

Mike: “There you have it 
my hearties. Hope for us all! 
Even for Pat there with one 
big foot in the grave.” 

Pat: “Passing over the 
crack by Mike, who is no 
spring chicken, himself and 
with feet like a peacock, let’s 
get down to a start on this 
grown-up education scheme. 
What can we do by way of 
a beginning?” 

Mike: “The first thing we 
should do is call in the 
pastor. Now, he’s a young 
priest...” 


Pjlanguage?” A few times I 
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What My Religion 
Means To Me 


By Margaret Dolan O’Connor 











My religion means. so 
much to me that I thank 
God every day of my life for 
this “priceless heritage” 
with which He has blessed 
me and I trust that my deep 
gratitude may be revealed to 
Him, as I dedicate my life in 
“thanksgiving” for giving 
me a religion which irradi- 
ates my soul with joy and 


my heart with complete 
satisfaction. 
My religion gives me a 


peace which worldly pleas- 
ures cannot give. 

It gives me great joy in 
living and giving as well as 
strength and courage to 
meet with fortitude’ the 
many trials and sorrows in 
this valley of tears. 

My religion teaches and 
encourages sacrifice which is 


To me, my religion is a 
guiding Star toward that 
eternity which God has 
promised to those who live 
His commandements, for life 
is but a journey on to death, 
and death a journey on to 
life eternal. 


oO 


GOD’S TROUBADOUR 
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back on the scene from a 
distance, I must say that I 
fear the American priest is 
losing contact with the com- 
mon man, with the poor 
man, and that’s the begin- 
ning of calamity. It is the 
result of very many little 
causes. I think one of them 
is the auto. If Tovarisch 
throws me out of here and 
I land back in the States 
(jail more probable), I be- 
lieve I’d make it a rule (ad- 
mitting exceptions, of 
course) not to drive an auto, 
but to ride the buses and 
street-cars in order to meet 
people. 
A Long Dusty Road 

I never told this to any 
one before, but when I re- 
turned to Detroit from 
Bloomington before coming 
out here the second time, 
1946, I seldom asked the 
Guardian for a car, and 
though I sometimes rode 
into the city with someone 
else, I often rode back on 
the bus as an experiment, 
even though it meant a walk 
over a very dusty road, and 
at night it meant passing 
three big dogs with ferocious 
barks. 

Whenever I sat down be- 
side some one, or vice versa, 
I would try immediately to 
open a conversation. An old 
stand-by was: “Shall we talk, 
or shall we act as though 
we don’t speak the same 





was frozen stiff with a look 
that would freeze a blast 
furnace, but most people 
showed a genuine eagerness 
to talk with a priest. Our 
roman collar proclaims us 
Christ’s representatives; 
why not represent Him? A 
good salesman represents his 
firm by talking, and faith 
comes by hearing. 





Dan: “Excuse me Mike, 
but he can’t be so young. I 
gathered a hundred ton of 
hay, with him, thirty-five 
years ago this summer .. ” 

Mike: “Young or old, he 
has spent a lot of his time 
trying to scrape the moss 
off the backs of land-lubbers 
like ourselves. So, at our in- 
vitation, he comes ‘to set our 


Of course, you save time 
by driving a car yourself, 
but what do we do with all 
this time saved? Is it better 
for a priest to save time in 
isolation, or to use time in 
fellowship, spreading the 
faith? 

Are we priests to save 
time for ourselves? Or does 
our time belong to any one 
who is looking for Christ or 
who needs to know and love 
Him better? Saint Francis 
wanted us to be God’s trou- 
badours, and the _ trouba- 
dours he had in mind didn’t 
just sing to themselves. 

Thank God For the U.S.A. 

If you are torn by a desire 
to spread the Gospel, be 
grateful that you are living 
in a land where you are free 
to satisfy that desire. Here 
the only ones doing a priest- 
ly work, pastoral work, at 
present are the Chinese 
Fathers, and they’re not set- 
ting the place ablaze, merely 
waging a losing (apparent- 
ly) battle of conversation. 

One is occupied in run- 
ning the Bishop’s household; 


sweet and consoling whenjone is tangled up in money 
.jprompted by Love of God|matters and hospital ad- 
and neighbor. ministration; my American 


presence here has become a 
decided encumbrance — a 
kind of short-circuit, if you 
get what I mean. J, footloose 
longer than the rest of us, 
is getting it now! 

A letter from Shanghai a 
couple of weeks ago told us 
about a priest in the north, 
isolated in a district with- 
out Christians and forbidden 
intercourse with the local 
people, who tends a herd of 
goats for a livelihood. Should 
a priest enjoying the free- 
dom of America protest that 
he has “nothing to do’’? Mil- 
lions are looking to him for 
light, and he is free to give 
it to them. 

By this time, you might 
be thinking: ‘“‘Yeah, that guy 
can sit there in Y and write 
like that to me, but he is 
where he wants to be.” Am 
I? Don’t be too sure. The 
only place I think I really 
want to be is Heaven. Will 
you please pray that I get 
there? Yours in Christ our 
Lord, Fr. Z. 

And Two Postscripts 

P.S.—A quotation from a 
letter the bishop sent me 
last week might fit the topic 
of this letter. He wrote: ‘Re- 
ceived letters from B, and 
several Sisters. Almost all 
say they are homesick for 
China and want to return! 
Distance lends enchantment 
to the scene! I venture to 
say that most of them would 
change their mind in a short 
time under present  condi- 
tions, don’t you?”—YES! 

Addendum: According to 
a news letter—‘‘There is a 
movement now to have the 
Church in China free from 
all foreign control or finan- 
cial assistance. Our schools 
must no longer -be under 
mission control but solely 
responsible to. the school 
board ... Fr. Z was investi- 
gated on Christmas. He feels 
his stay in X is only a matter 
of time.” 
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FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


(Continued from Page Two) 
the columbine and the win- 
tergreen and the mosquito 
and the flicker and the por- 
cupine and the bee, a man 
can reject the new life, the 
new growth, the new 
strength God offers him. He 
can, and he does. He has no 
sense. 

God has given us Mary 
and the Mass. The average 
Catholic knows this. But 
he doesn’t do anything a- 
bout it. 

The average Catholic is a 
dope — a worse dope than 








education machinery in 
motion.” ; 


the average Communist, 
who doesn’t believe in God. 
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Catholics and 
Rural Life 


By -Paul Harris 











In the now famous ency- 
clical, “Rerum Novarum,” 
Pope Leo XIII gave the key- 
note to the Church’s atti- 
tude on rural living and 
social justice. Listen! 

“If working poeple can be 
encouraged to look forward 
to obtaining a share on the 
land, the consequences will 
be that the gulf between vast 
wealth and sheer poverty 
will be bridged over, and the 
respective classes will be 
brought nearer to one an- 
other. A further consequence 
will result in the’ greater 
abundance of the fruits of 
the earth. Men always work 
harder and more readily 
when they work on that 
which belongs to them, nay 
they learn to love the very 
soil that yields in response 
to the labor of their hands 
not only food to eat, but an 
abundance of good things 
for themselves and_ those 
that are dear to them. 

Their Own Land! 


“That such a spirit of will- 
ing labor would add to the 
produce of the earth and to 
the wealth of the community 
is self-evident. And a third 
advantage would spring from 
this; men would cling to the 
country in which they were 
born; for no one would ex- 
change his country for a 
foreign land if his own offer- 
ed him the means of living 
a decent and happy life.” 

The world, and especially 
the United States and Can- 
ada, has generally overlook- 
ed the pope’s plea for rural 
life and ownership, and, in- 
stead, has plunged itself into 
an environmental situation 
that has for its norm the 
industrial exploitation of 
society. 

This widespread industrial 
exploitation does not  pro- 
duce an environment which 
tends to the development of 
sanctity. Papal encyclicals 
of recent times and frequent 
pastoral letters of U.S. bish- 
ops have constantly stressed 
the reconstruction of the 
social order with emphasis 
on the importance of owner- 
ship. of productive property 
and its relation to a strong 
family life and the preser- 
vation of our civilization. 
The Church is interested in 
one thing only — creating 
a social environment which 
tends to help people to live 
holily. Not that one cannot 
become a saint living in an 
industralized city but the 
facts point to a rural life as 
coming closest to a_ true 
Christian community and a 
social order which is more 
in keeping with Christian 
ideals. 

The Bishops’ Report 

Said the bishops, in a re- 
port on the ‘Present Crisis’— 
“One hope for relief in the 
universal misery of the pres- 
ent lies in the reversal of the 
policy which produced the 
factory and the factory sys- 


tem. This reversal without 
depriving men of the bene- 
fits of industrial progress 
would reinstate them as in- 
dependent home owners in 
rural communities. Such a 
change in the living condi- 
tions of millions of people 
would be a revolution, but 
some radical adjustment in 
restoring the balance _ be- 
tween rural and urban pop- 
ulation is imperative if our 
civilization is not to dis- 
appear.” 

However, facts prove that 
most North American Catho- 
lics are disregarding the 
warnings of the pope and 
the bishops. The National 
Catholic Rural Life Confer- 
ence, in Des Moines, Iowa, 
continually stresses the fact 
that Catholics are deserting 
rural areas and now con- 
stitute only 4% of the rural 
U.S. population. These fig- 
ures become alarming when 
we realize that the total U.S. 
population is 75% urban 
25% rural and that no city 
in the U.S. with a population 
of 100,000 people or more is 
reproducing itself. In other 
words, unless Catholics stay 
on the land, and more Ca- 
tholics settle on the land, 
the Catholic population in 
the U.S. will in future years, 
decrease! 

Of Body And Soul 

The solutions to the de- 
clining Catholic rural popu- 
lation are both spiritual and 
economic. The fact is that 
Catholics, despite the pope’s 
encyclicals, have lost sight 
of the dignity of a farming 
life and the excellence of 
manual labor and private 
‘ownership. As Father Charles 
Van Duren, S.C.J., recently 
remarked, ‘“‘The real reason 
for the vanishing American, 
the Catholic farmer is found 
in the drying up of the spir- 
itual life; the average farm- 
er no longer looks at farming 
as a vocation, a way of life, 
a calling from God.” 

The present Holy Father, 
Pius XII, added to the words 
of his predecessors in giving 
encouragement to those on 
farms when he said, in 1942, 
“God gave man the earth 
for his cultivation as_ the 


able occupation in the nat- 
ural order.” Yet despite this 


of Catholic youth from the 
country to the city, con- 
tinues. 

Down On The Farm 

To-day it is generally 
agreed that an_. absolute 
necessity, in keeping youth 
on the land is a Catholic 
education, geared especially 
to fit the needs and fill the 
aspirations of rural youth. 
Nothing less will keep youth 
on the farms. It is common 
knowledge that neither 
money nor recreation can 
keep boys and girls “down 
on the farm.” 

Some types of rural re- 
creational activities tend to 
increase the desire of rural 
youth to “go urban.” 

So far as money goes, 
never before in the history 
of the continent, have farm- 
ers enjoyed such large in- 
comes, or been as seduced by 
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materialistic concepts of 
agriculture. While it can be 
said that many still view 
agriculture as a way of life, 
many so called prosperous 
farmers are imbued with the 
profit motive; and while en- 
joying a higher standard of 
living, still watch their sons 
and ee flock to the 
cities to become cogs in the 
mass production industrial 
machine. 

The National Catholic 
Rural Life Conference reali- 
zes the tremendous _prob- 
lems it has on its hands, but 
has gone to work on many 
effective solutions. 

It realizes that the em- 
phasis in the rural life move- 
ment cannot be shifted on 
the saving of souls, while it 
practically ignores the econ- 
omical aspect of the prob- 
lem. Both lay side by side. 


Man Is Not Spirit 

The N.C.R.L.C. knows that 
man is not “pure spirit” and 
that the answer to the prob- 
lems is in a balanced pro- 
gram of developing the good 
life for family and society, 
the virtutous man, the na- 
tural and the supernatural. 

Benedict XV had this to 
say about the building of 
the supernatural on_ the 
natural in rural life— “Let 
no member of the clergy 
suppose that . . . rural life 
activity of this kind is 
something foreign to his 

riestly ministry, because 
he field in which it is ex- 
ercised is economical. It is 
precisely in this field that 
the eternal salvation of 
souls is imperiled.” 

One thing that keeps the 
National Catholic Rural Life 
Conference workers in ner- 
vous hysteria, is the fact 
that their efforts are quite 
often sabatoged by urban- 
minded religious brothers 
and sisters, teaching in rural 
schools. Urban techniques 
and textbooks, combined 
with an urban mental view- 
oint, make these teachers 
elieve that they should 
guide intelligent youth to 
the cities to seek their for- 
tunes. 

One such instance of 
“urban-minded” sisters was 
seen recently when a city 


teaching Order took over a 
rural school and at once in- 
troduced commercial classes, 
which would, of course, in- 
duce the girls to leave the 
country and acquire jobs in 
the city. 


THE. B’S CORNER 





(Continued from Page Two) 
as a whole. Great things 
from little seeds grow. So 
they might from a little 
paper like that. 

What’s New With You? 

Somewhere, someone could 
start a clearing house of in- 
formation. New York branch 
of Friendship House, Deo 
Gratias, has made a start on 
this. But if it will undertake 
the job, all must help by 
sending all other pertinent 
information about them- 
selves there; so that anyone 
at all interested may be 
directed to this unified 
source. 

We should aim, too, at the 
development of a deep spirit 
of unity in our very diversity. 
For that type of unity can 
only grow in the deepest of 
charity ... and it is CHAR- 
ITY that we must give so 
lavishly to the world, that 
people may once more say 
... aS did the pagans of old, 
“SEE HOW THESE CHRIS- 
TIANS LOVE ONE AN- 
OTHER!”. 

At the base of all apostolic 
works is a thorough spiritual 
training. Sharing various 
ways and means of achiev- 
ing this, would be a help to 
so many in the apostolate! 

Reviving Old Devotions 

Certain spiritual practices 
of old could be revived in 
common, for the help of all 
men — pilgrimages, short 
or long, weeks of recollect- 
ion, Semaines Sociales, Lay 
Apostolic retreats, simple 
and austere —-all would 
come under this heading. 

Avoidance of duplications, 
richness of varied experi- 
ences, sharing of new ways 
to age-old problems, new 
techniques to age-old ills — 
all would contribute to the 
growth of the Apostolate as 
a whole. 

And lastly, the training 
and preparation for the com- 
ing underground, demands 
that at least we should be 
known to each other.. 
NOW ...sothat... THEN 
we may be sure of one an- 
other. 

Could we not start some- 
where ... somehow .. . get- 
ting together, so as to know 
and love one another more, 
and help one another more 
. . . before it is too late? 


The Poor 


Man’s Prayer 


Reviewed by 
Zita O’Hearn Cameron 














This book, written by 
George Boyle, and published 
by Harper & Bros., 1950, is 
modestly subtitled ‘The 
Story of Credit Union Begin- 
nings.” It might have been 





called “The Story of North 





America’s Greatest Philan- 
thropist.”” Even the simple 
and thrilling title, ‘Love 
Story,” would not have been 
amiss. For the tale unfolded 
in these pages is of a man 
who had great love in his 
heart, not only for his wife 
and family, but for the whole 
family of his fellow-men. 
We think of a philanthro- 
pist as one who gives large 
sums of money to deserving 
people. The hero of “The 
Poor Man’s Prayer’ did 
much more than this. He 
gave himself, his time, his 
mental and physical energy. 
He risked his future and his 
reputation. The effectiveness 
of his giving lay not so much 
in what he gave but in the 
method of his giving. Other 
men have endowed schools, 
hospitals, and _ recreational 
centers and said to the poor, 
“Here is a gift for you.” Al- 
phonse Desjardins could do 
none of these things. He 
could but show them how to 
fulfil their own desires, with- 
out charity; to lose their 
poverty and keep their pride. 
This is the unique feature 
of his philanthropy which 
makes him a hero above all 
the millionaires who have 
built orphanages, hospitals, 
and schools. It is admirable 
and praiseworthy to give to 
those who have not; it is 
rare and wonderful to help 
those who have not where- 
with to help themselves. 


SOS 


Have you ever seen a row 
of empty hangers dangling 
sorrowfully on a long, long 
pipe line? If you haven't, 
drop into our basement and 
have a look at them. They 
are the saddest things to 
behold. For they are all we 
have lately to show to the 
ever-growing throng of 
people who come to us, so 
hopefully, for the much 
needed second-hand cloth- 
ing that, through your char- 
ity in the past years, we have 
been able to give away. 

True, times are better, and 
most folks have at least 
some work. But then prices 
have sky-rocketed too, and 
in our part of the world, 














.|where there are large fam- 


ilies, clothing has become a 
terrible problem. Take one 
family I know, with twelve 
children, ten of whom can 
walk, the other two being 
still in their cribs. Try to 
buy ten pairs of shoes, and 
see the dent in your budget. 
But kids need more than 
shoes to wear. Alas! 

So please ...SOS... may 
we hope that your charity, 
like Christ’s, will cover this 
urgent need for clothing? 


Babies’, boys’, girls’ of all 
ages. Men’s, women’s, 
youths’, maidens’. The need 
is urgent. Oh! so urgent in- 
deed ... that I made it an 
SOS to you and God. 
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